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And straight succeeded, leaving shame no room,
Cibberian forehead, or Cimmerian gloom.
Kind self-conceit to some her glass applies,
Which no one looks in with another's eyes :
But as the flatterer or dependant paint,
Beholds himself a patriot, chief, or saint,
On others Interest her gay liv'ry flings,
Int'rest that waves on party-coloured wings :
Turned to the sun, she casts a thousand dyes,
And, as she turns, the colours fall or rise.
Others the siren sisters warble round,
And empty heads console with empty sound.
No more, alas ! the voice of fame they hear,
The balm of dulness trickling in their ear.
Great C**, H**, P**, R**, K*,
Why all your toils ? your sons have learned to sing.
How quick ambition hastes to ridicule !
The sire is made a peer, the son of a fool.
On some, a priest succinct in amice white
Attends ; all flesh is nothing in his sight!
Beeves, at his touch, at once to jelly turn,
And the huge boar is shrunk into an urn :
The board with specious miracles he loads,
Turns hares to larks, and pigeons into toads.
Another (for in all what one can shine ?)
Explains the she and verdeur of the vine.
What cannot copious sacrifice atone ?
Thy truffles, Perigord I thy hams, Bayonne !
With French libation, and Italian strain,
Wash Bladen white, and expiate Hays's stain.